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not entail unpleasant con - 

^And'tWs attitude only needs the sanction of religion to make 
the discipline perfect. In the religious motive all lesser motives 
find their representation, their perfection, and their com- 

P, In°religion the law is law, and disobedience will entail con- 
sequences which it is well to avoid. 

But in religion the law is the law of the true teacher and the 
true parent, for whom there is the most perfect lespcct and the 
most perfect love, who never leaves the disciple, and from whose 
presence and helpful influence the disciple is never separated. 

And the law of religion is the law of that w'hich is everywhere 
and at all times in itself true and righteous, a law which claims 
the obedience of all who would be among the upright and 
virtuous. 

And, lastly, the law of religion is the law of God — the law 
which is not only true and righteous, but true and good ; the 
law of moral and spiritual excellence and perfection and utmost 
human happiness. And under this motive all obedience which 
is rendered to the law is the obedience of love, of love of the 
lawgiver, and, because of the lawgiver, of the law itself. 

( To be ccntinucd.) 
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HOT BURNING COALS. 

By Alice Powell. 

An almost painful silence pervaded the house. There was an 
extra thickness of carpet on the stairs and corridors, that r.o 
sound might reach the room where the mistress of the house was 
lying dangerously ill. Life and death were equal in the scales , 
only a grain more in either balance, and the issue would be 
decided. 

Those who stood round the bed of sickness were in the state of 
suppressed excitement which, out of courtesy to the surround- 
ings, we call suspense, and because that word seems to be con- 
gruous at so solemn a time. When a person is hovering between 
life and death there is just a tinge of chance, fate— call it what 
you may— which keeps the feelings on the tiptoe of anticipation, 
and it is this that gives zest to nurses’ work, making them as a 

class prefer a case with a crisis. . u 

Medical skill had done its utmost ; the issue was now felt to 
be in other hands. Of course all along it had been the same, 
but the best of us seldom realise how dependent we are upon 
God’s will till we have reached the end of earthly resources. 

Suddenly a change came over the face of the pa. ien - ^ 

eyelids were slightly raised, and she saw the as ly p . 
her husband’s face, the anxious ; look of the ^ghUy 

compressed lips of the doctor. Their voices, thy P 
and hurriedly, sounded far away, though every word stood out 
with painful distinctness, notwithstanding the nngin j» *°J? 
her ears She felt her features become sharper; her fin ers 
worked beneath the bedclothes ; her mouth tw.tched ; her head 

KSttSS: and still, for it is with her 
spirit, herself, we have to do. ^ # * * 

As she 

*?£•£ ^ Valley of the Shadow of 
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11 t Tin vour Lruaraian nugw. You know me 

DCa , th n ‘Varthvour eyes were ever closed to me ; now they are 
not ? On e. y ^ . g j who am appointed to watch over 
opened, bo ■ during tlle state of purgation 

K “nd, you have to pas. Come. Together we will 

descend into the fiie. . . r , , . , 

She faltered : “ What is my sin that so awful a doom should 
be mine ? I thought— I was good enough. None spoke evil of 
me In what, alas ! have I failed ?” 

“ Poor misguided soul 1 You thought yourself good ! How 
have you done your part towards the life which was given you 
to love and to cherish ? ’ 

“My child/’ she answered. “I did very well by her. She 
needed nothing.’’ 

“ Only yourself, your love. For one instant I give you power 
to see yourself as you really were.” 

The mother rose up within the woman. The veil of selfish- 
ness was lifted from her eyes, and she saw all that had passed in 
the last eight years. 

She saw how she had quenched the love of her child by her 
indifference ; how when the child was ill she had thought the 
sickness a terrible trouble because it interfered with her ease and 
her pleasures. She remembered how often she had stilled the 
little ones happy laughter because it disturbed her; how in 
a thousand ways she had been perfectly careless of her welfare, 
ignoring all duties of her motherhood, and happy so long as her 
c ild was well dressed, and was admired above other children. 

She saw all clearly in the glass that now faced her. She 
bewailed her past bitterly, as she said : 

-in h * S \ me ' / ^ VCC * a * alse ’ none but myself knew what 

while witV aIT T * a PP eare d fair and good to all around, 

while Wrthm I was filled with nothing but myself." 

The awakenln ”, "°' le ' ^ our on earth has been a failure. 

yt a sr rir e - shan 

which sin think yo/is the hUcS ^ G ° d ; bUt to ^ df 
was no true motile/’ 5 ’ aS Sbe cncd : " child, my child 1 I 

suffer. Be stt'onZ'YT w ‘f e 'r* h’or that sin shall you first 

-‘herahearofsto' e e f,re v , !. fU . ,llM . t - ««*. you had as a 

ou heard not the cry of your child. 


HOT BURNING COALS. 


169 


You heeded not her many wants ; her joys and sorrows found no 
echoing place in your heart ; the pure soul which God gave into 
your keeping, you neglected. On your head shall her sins 
rest. Now, shall you have a heart of flesh exceeding tender ; 
you shall see your child in her earthly home ; you shall feel each 
pain, each sorrow, that befalls her a thousandfold. Come.” 
Together the spirits entered the chamber of death. There 
the mother saw herself lying still, motionless, upon her bed ; 
she marked well the beauty of her face ; never before had she 
looked so fair, so pure. The pallor of death took nothing from 
the classical outline of her features ; the curls still clustered 
softly round her forehead ; the long eyelashes touched her 
cheek. In the distance she heard her husband’s voice ; he was 
telling his child that her mother was dead, that she had been so 
good, so beautiful, she must try and grow like her. 

Presently the door opened ; he entered, leading the little girl 
by the hand. She walked timidly by his side, with catching 
breath ; then he took her up in his arms, and told her to kiss 


her mother. 

“ l can’t. Mamma does not want me,” and she turned her 
head away. 

“ Do what I tell you at once,” he said sternly, as he held the 
child closer to her^ mother’s face. She dared not disobey ; her 
lips just touched her mother’s forehead, when she started back 
with a piercing shriek as she felt the marble coldness for whic 1 
she had not been prepared. Her father angrily unclasped the 
little hands that were round his neck, and, shuddering that his 
nerves should receive such an unpleasant shock, ba e ler & o a 
once to the nursery, and keep there out of Ins sig it. 

The child ran breathlessly down the long corridor, the heavy 
SDrin'T-door banged loudly behind her. 

SP .' For shame. Miss Nora, to make such a no.se, and you 
poor mamma lying dead. You are the most unnatural ch.ld I 

ever saw. Not a tear have I seen you slice . 

•<0h ' I am so frightened, I am so frightened ! she kept re 
peating, shaking all over, with her large eyes wide open, her lips 
parted, as she stood gasping for breath. „ ., , 

!1| h Hd2 °l7C charge, aud descended to the set- 
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/ants’ hall 
tie 


ts’ hail where she remained for about an hour, discussing 
weighty matter of “perquisites” attending a death in the 

Nora, left to herself, was too terrified to think. At last Nature 
ame to the rescue, and her fears were somewhat allayed by the 
sound of her own voice as she sobbed. 

« Crying, are you ? Well, I am glad to see you doing as you 
hould,” was Bridget’s comforting remark, as she re-entered the 
nursery. All day the little child sat moping about, making 
every now and then a low moaning sound, but being otherwise 
so quiet Bridget was not troubled. At night her fears increased, 
and she begged Bridget to stay with her. 

“ Please, dear Bridget, do ; I am so very frightened.” 

“Stuff and nonsense ! 1 can’t give way to them fancies, and 

I am sure your poor mamma would be the last to wish it. But 
if you are very good, and make no noise, I’ll leave you a 
candle.” 

So saying, she put the light in a place particularly well suited 
to cast fearful shadows about the little bed. 

Hours dragged on; at last, overcome with fatigue, with a 
flushed face, heated head, and a damp pillow, the child fell 
asleep. In the morning no one noticed the paleness of the little 
acc, no one remarked the large black circles under the eyes, no 
one saw her shrinking, frightened look. There was no one who 
Ii>t7 m *° see these things. Days passed ; the poor 

serin ^ m CrUe ^ > ^ ut was not before she became 

matter * ' * ^ ° nC no * : ' ce< ^ there was anything the 

we T,T ‘° the m0ther ' " ho was ' '» spirit, hover- 

ha heart , TTr 1 - Ihc first shar P pain she had ever felt in 

it became be eCP P 'T" her clliId did not wish t0 kiss her 1 

ang«y "o her a„d ' " he " the falI '« roughly and 

of her y a„g h u "i a : d a s S ° '* «* climax 

the child entertained all tf ** Watched the terriblc fcars 
silence. ’ worse because suffered in 

t( More pain ! Q* 

but spare my child r ?? re P a ' n > m y God — more pain still, 

“ This is the fire „h L ” S iS pain - to her so ! » 
heart must be burnt ^ ave for yourself. Your 

sternly. trough and through,” replied the Angel 
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1 hen a wave of pity for the mother crossed his face, and he 
said : 

lt See, God has shown His mercy towards your child.” 

The mother looked, and on the little white bed Nora lay 
unconscious. The over-strained brain had given way. 

For one instant there was a respite in the pain that pierced the 
mother’s heart. 

“ Come,” again said the Angel. 

Six years had passed. The mother’s spirit entered a large 
class-room in a fashionable London school. The gas was lit, for 
the fog without was at its densest, the atmosphere within was 
oppressive. All the girls but one were seated at their respective 
desks, and that one was standing at the top of the room, her eyes 
cast down, her fingers working nervously with the handkerchief 
she held in her hands. The mistress’ voice was sharp as she 
said : 

“ Well, for once your exercise is correct.” 

Nora glanced up timidly; her cheeks grew very red, as she 
held out her hand for the manuscript book. The eagle eye ’ 
of the mistress fell upon her, and she said, “ Stay. Mildred 
Green, bring me your last exercise.” The girl addressed rose 
from her place and laid the book before the mistress, who rapidly 
glanced over it. Her countenance assumed an awful expression, 
only equalled by the severity of her voice, as she said, each 
word standing out clear and distinct: 

“ Copied, word for word. Deceitful child ! This makes the 
twelfth time you have done this underhand, thief-like action. 
You have resided under my roof scarcely two months, but never 
during the many years of my scholastic career ha\e I witnesse 
such a system of deception as you have practised. 1 cannot 
trust your word, your actions still less. I here is now ut one 
course open to me. I must expel you from my schoo . 00 

your room and remain there; you are not a lit companion or 

honest girls.” A 

The words fell on apparently dull ears ; the girl seemed 

scarcely to realise their meaning, for she appeared cold and list- 
less as she slowly opened the door and made har *° ^ 

small room. Scrupulously neat, painfully clean it looked bar 
and empty. The room was well warmed by = 8^,^ 

there was nothing to complain of; but, as is wdl kn«" The 
eye sees what it brings with it the power of seeing , so to Nora, 
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whose heart was very sore, whose spirit was broken, thi , 
room was as much a prison as a ccd in Newgate is to the 
criminal. 

Her listlessness was only suiface deep, below she was sectli 
ing with rebellious passion. She was full of hatred f or the* 
schoolmistress who caused her degradation, hatred towards the 
girls who were happy and good, hatred above all for her father 
who did not care for her, and who she well knew would 
torture her with his cruel, bitter words, and then send her to 
another school where her troubles would begin afresh. The new 
mistress would receive her new pupil suspiciously, as had onlv 
too often happened, because her ill-fame went before her. 

The girl sat and pondered. Then she opened a drawer and 
took out her purse. Alas ! it was nearly empty, so many six- 
pences had gone in fines. Day by day her unhappiness had 
increased as she found it impossible to set herself right and begin 
again before eyes which ever watched her so suspiciously No 
one, not the youngest girl in the school, trusted her, and above 
ail she knew she was not unjustly blamed ; the injustice rested 
solely with those who hao never taught her to be good, who 
only frightened her into telling lies, and then punished her into 
telling more and more. Yes, no one in the whole world cared 
for her at all. Her mother, whom she liked to remember 
ecause she had been so beautiful, had thought her a trouble 
v ten she was a very little child, and now she was fourteen years 
old and entirely friendless. 

She had read numbers of stories in which people ran away 
rom t leir homes, or killed themselves, and none of them seemed 
° ave been a bit more miserable than she was. She was 
,. 10 armed ^ le idea of being sent home again — any- 
nnt f U £ that ' She WOuld nin awa 7 and hide. The idea was 
reS , she llad often ancl often thought it over and 
street^ • C ° uld mana S e it- To be out in the cold 

for the A ° U i j C ^ etter th an to lie awake all night trembling 

night she wouU es°capr ^ S ' ra "' ” had come-thiS VCiy 

child? Mirteis mIY al ° ud hcr “ oh ! m >’ child, my 

I come tr> Sln m ne alone. On my head it rests. See . 

eome to save you.” 3 

passed away? ^ ^ Y ° Ur P ower to hel P has lonS SU1CC 
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“ It is not enough. My God — more fire, more coals, more 
thirst — oh ! God, more pain — but save, oh, save my child.” 

“ God is ever merciful, but you may not see His mercy,” said 
the Angel. 

The mother’s vision was darkened, she no longer saw her 
child. 

The fire grew hotter and hotter. 

“ Come,” said the Angel. 

Lying flushed, in a horrible state of delirium, was a young girl 
of eighteen. Scarlet fever, in its most virulent form, was raging 
in a system over which it stood tyrant. The patient was so 
violent she had to be strapped to the bedstead to prevent her 
injuring herself. The father and his newly married wife had 
instantly fled for fear of contagion, and the poor girl was left to 
the care of a doctor, whose skill was not of the greatest, and to 
two nurses whom she had never seen before. 

One terrible idea had seized her brain. She was drowning. 
Her father held a rope just out of her reach ; he had a cruel 
smile on his lips as he played with it. Now letting her touch it 
with the tips of hcr fingers, now letting it rest on her head, but 
always drawing it back just as she was about to grasp it. In 
her delirium she cursed her father, she cursed her mother, she 
cursed every one. There was nothing but hatred and auger in 
her mind ; no softening touch of cooling charity ciossed her 
fevered brain. The delirium did not abate, the fever ran 
higher and higher. The distorted features, the rolling e} es, 
the dishevelled hair were in keeping with the fury of her 
passion. 

« How dreadful,” said the nurses, “that she should die curs- 
ing all men. There is ever some ‘ method in madness ; surely 
there must be some cause for this unnatural bitterness. Let us 
pray for her soul, poor child ! And Heaven have mercy on 

those who come under her curse ! , 

“ She curses me, she curses me ! ” shrieks the mother as she 
throws herself down, tearing hcr hair in a frenzy with the pain 
and torment she is undergoing. “ Pan /-oh, my God ! ,s not 

this pain enough ? ” . 

“ (j an you bear more ? ” asked the angel. 

.. More-more ; haste, haste. My God ! more torture-more 

flames. Wrap me round in fire-more thirst-more, more. lint 

spare, oh ! spare my child ! ” 
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uough ; stay now thine hand,’ 


was heard in the midst 


of the great darkness, 

Immediately all changed. 

« You have borne it well,” said the Angel. “ Look ! ” 

The mother opened her eyes; and saw her child in perfect 
health and happiness standing near. She held out her arms, 

calling “ My child ! my child ! ” 

* * * * * * * 

The little grain had, after all, been placed in the balance of 
life. The mother found herself in her own room, in her own 
own bed. Her husband and the nurse were there, and there, too, 
was little Nora. 

She looked questioningly at the last. 

“I will send her away now. We brought her because you 
called for her so often,” said her husband. 

“ I want to kiss her. Let me kiss her.” The nurse lifted the 
little girl up, who put out her arms, saying “ Poor mamma.” 

Her mother burst into tears. 

“Take the little one away now, please, sir,” said the nurse. 
“ She has done what was needed.” 

For a long time the mother lay sobbing ; Nature sought to 
restore itself in that way. ° 

Slowly very slowly, the light which had so nearly gone out 
eaTorter.' dea ' h had C ° me in contact with 

"I thought I was dying. Surely I felt tile first m™. r 

atias/putfnto ' he 7 ^’ *“ getting bel,er - a " d dared 

“ I. was hysteria wi’thdeS^yo' " °" 
nurse • It lasted for a short tinTe X Z ^t“ ** 

beloved LuharsUhadStS^ S? S* a " d never 

drank it not to the dregs bltter Cup ’ thou S h she 

born agai "' “ 

more delightful than before^ The tf J everythin S kerned 

been so fresh, the sun had . y morn . lng air bad never 

had never smelled so sweetlv^ Th^ tf° Dnght,y ’ the flowers 

Her hear, overflowed with love towaVstveVone'ttlXg.' 
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Nothing annoyed, nothing troubled her, nothing disturbed th< 
tranquillity of her mind. 

One change none could help remarking — she was never happ' 
without her child by her side. No one could explain what ha< 
caused this change. She herself knew but indistinctly. Bu 
every now and then she caught a glimpse of that which she ha< 
seen in the glass into which she had looked in her delirium. 

She arose from her bed of sickness a better woman, a sweett 
wife, a loving and utterly unselfish mother. 


